THE TRAMP'S SONG

I'm glad I'm not respectable
And drive in limousines
With ladies and their little dogs
And talk to precious queens.

I'm glad I'm not a mighty king
And go in gilded state
And bow to beating hearts around
Yet cannot boast a mate.

I'm glad I'm neither great nor rich
And have a humble heart;
Can still find fairies in a ditch
And poetry in a cart.
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